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PART Il

(Contipued.)
LI morning the Balley and the Blalr

mothers helped; Margery and Willle
worked like little draught horses;
and through the uniteq efforts of

them all, the garden party was ac
afternoon. The fancy

readiness by

tually In

taole, the candy box, the lemonade well, the
grab bag—all were at last realitics; the Ice-
cream tables were scattered over the lawnj

the ice cream itself, gallons of It, had arrived
and was standing in the cool of the Blair cel-
lar; and rhe Blalr dining room looked like a
bakery with its tempting array of cakes.

lLoong before three, Gladys Bailey might have
looked on the work of her planning and scen

thet it was good. But by that time Galdys
Balley was too nearly worn out to pay much
heed to anything. She confided to the twins

that she felt one of her nervous headaches com-
fng on, and all she could hopo was to fight it
oft for a few hours. To add to her worry ona
after another of the outsiders, whom she had
oexpected to press into gervice, fafled her. The
morning’s mail brought a postal from Victoria
Comming which read: *‘Tm awfully sorry, but
me and Ellzabeth got a sore throat.” Aunt Al
\le, not knowing her presence was counted on,
gsont her contribution by a messenger. Imme-
diately after lunch, duty had called the Blair
mother upztalrs and was golng to keep her
there for some days anointing the bloated body
of her child

Fven the Balley mother had been summon-
ed unexpectedly to town and would not be tack
before halt past four. The Blalr father would
be home then:; probably the Balley father; and
from that time on there would be any number
of grown-ups who would asslst. But for help
during the chening rush there was no one to
whom Gladys could turn but Margery and wil-
lle: and they, If they realized her extremity,
would realize also thelr chance to dletate thelr
own terms. To give them less time for con-
sideration Gladys put off approaching them un-
{1 the last moment. A Httle belore three she
remarked, casually:

“Since Henry is sick, Willle, 1
would take his place at the gate.”

#«And what shall I do?” Margery asked.

“] thought I'd let you tzke care of the grab
bag, the candy box, and the lemonade well.”

MMargery looked her astonishmenf “Why,
aren’t you and the twins going to do anytbing?”

“T'm golng to take the fancy table and the
twins the lce cream and cake.'

“Better not let ‘em!" Margery warne(d
“They’ll stuft themselves slck! They always
do!”

“Too late to change that now,” Gladys aald
cutting short the twins' denials. “The ques
tion 1a. will you two help?™

“It we do help,” Willle Jones began, warlly,
*aro wo 1o t7”

Giadys was saved n direct reply by the ar
Aval of the first guests of the afternoon, who
at that moment appeared at the front gate. As
a mafognard against early comers the gate had
been tled shut, so Gladys knew there was still
The others, of course, lost

wish yoo

a moment's crace
thelr heads at once.

“Here they come! Here they come!” the
twins chorused. hyeterically, “Go on, Willle!
Open the gate! Oh, dear, oh, dear! You're
qwin! mean!”

By this time the crowd in front was shaking
the gate amidst nolsy crles of, “H), there!
You let us In! We got tlcqets, we have!”

“Are—are wa In 1t7" Willle faltered. Tt was
as though the euccess or fallure of the whole
affair had been suddenly thrust on him and
Margory, and Wilbe was taken too unawares
to thiny olearly.

“We havea't time to talk about that now,
Willle,” Gladys =ald, distractedly. *“We'll seo
Jster when it’s over. But now, please g0 down
te the gate. I would, only I have to stay up
Larer”

Margery and Willle looked at each other.
Surely 4t they did what she asked them now,
Gladys Balley would not haye the nerve to re-
fose them full mambership. Yet, on the othor
hand. as she had not actually promised It, it
wonld be just like her. At this point the din at
the gare—*Youn got to let us in! You got to
let ne in! Aln'® we got tickets!™—became &0
deaf~ning that they both lost &ll reasoning pow-
er and. without another word, Willle rushed
down to the gate and Margery took hurried
possesslon of her three-fold office.

Once on duty behind grab bag, candy box,
and lemonade well, she had little time to specu-
Inte on the wlles of Gladys Balley, for it pour
ed {mmediately a heavy and continuous show-
er, almost a deluge, of beautiful, dark brown
pear‘es, Margery was astonished at tho In-
ane, the frantic eagermess with which the
mrests of the afternoon threw away their mon-
ey. Pullirg up worthless nothingsq from the
grab hag, they would gradb and grab agaln with
rll a gambler's faith in the golden opportunt
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Then they gorged themselves with molasses
candy which might have been salt pretzels for
the thirst, the deep, unquenchable thirst which
it doveloped. Thirst, as ever, drove to drink—
to drink at the lemonade well, of course, where
to complete the elrcle of thelr folly, they swal-
lowed {n such haste that usually they choked
and epluttered, and so had room for another
mlasa, and another. What foolish creatures
they were, to be sure!

So the afternoon sped bdy. Gladys Balley,
white and trembling, stuck to her post until
relleved by her mother. Then she collapsed
and a little later, supported hy her father,
dragzed herzel! home. By that time there wero
plenty of grown-ups to help. The Blair father
assumed Willle Jones's dutfes of gatekeeper
and cashier, and Willle Jones c¢ame to Mar
gery's assistance. By flva o'clock the rush was
over, and, one by one, the principals slipped oft
to dinner to fortify themselves against the
evening, when grown-ups were expected in great
numbers for cake and ice cream.

There wero a few grown-ups still at the ice-
cream tables and, just as Willle Jones started
home, another party arrived Margery pald
little heed to them until they began rapping
gharply. Then she saw they were old ladles,
and llke them, she wondered what was Keep-
fng the official waltress. They rapped and
rapped, until Margery grew alarmed. As there
was no ono at that moment wishing to grab, or
drink, or buy candy, Margery hurried over to
the screen which stood In front of the serving
table. Behind the screen a frightful spectacle
was belng enacted. With body bent half dou-
ble and tongue hanging halfway eut, Katherine
was glving volce to the unmistakable ughs of
extreme nausea. Alice, Dut little better off, was
pushing with unsteady hand the remains of a
large chocolate cake toward the edge of the ta
ble.

“Good graclous, Allce! What's the matter?”
Margery cried, rescuing the cake just in time.

“That cake,” Alice gasped, beginning to wgh
ugh llke her sister. “Cake—wgh! ugh! TI'm sick
—cake—polson!”

“Of course you're sick, and good for you!
You've been stufing yourselves, both of you! 1
knew you would and I told her so! And there
are those old ladies pounding and pounding! Oh,
what shall I do!”

Alleo was still making weak. ineffectual passes
et the cake, and between ughs was murmuring,
“Polson! Pofson!™

‘“‘See here, both of you!”™ MMargery eald, stern-
1y. “Get In the house as quick as you can! And
don’t you let neople see you! Do you hear? It
they set you they'll send a pollceman and ar
rest yvou for selling pofsoned cake!™

This threat was Intended to hasten the de-
parture of the twins as something had to be
done, and done quickly for those impatient old
ladies, The twins started off slowly, unsteadily,
in the directlon of the back door, and Margery
rushed over to the old ladles.

“Miaslons, indeed!'” one old Jady cried, eharp
Iy, volelng evidently the sentiments of them
all. *“How much longer, Miss, do you expect us
to walt for a dish ot cream?” i

“‘Tm awfu) sorry,” Margery began, sweetly.
“The girl who was walting on this table got
sick. They bave just taken her into the house.”

“Oh, well, {f that's the case,” the sharp old

lady sald, mollified at once, and noticing for the
first time the breathless condition and the anx.

fous face of tho child before her. *“Yes, my
dear, cake and ice cream for five. And don’t
hurry. There's lots ot time.”

But Margery dld burry, for ehe needed lots
of time to cut five ullces of that h#rd ico cream,
and also keep an eys on the grab bag, the candy
box, the lemonade well. MThe thounght of her
numerous responsibilities was almost too, much
for her. She looked about dlstractedly for help,
Her father had disappeared and the Bafley moth-
er was busy with people at the fancy table. So
she would have to fight it out alone,

“How do you do, Margery?" It was the voice
of the Lame Lady, who was seated at a little
table by herself

“Oh, Mrs. Strong!™ Margery ran toward her
as to a haven of refuge. “Oh, Mrs. Strong!* she
eald agaln. Then ghe stopped. A strange fesl
ing came over hor. Suddenly, and for no reason
she understood, she wanted to ery. She had to
cry. And the next moment ehe was sitting on
the grass, sobbing, her face agalnst the Lame
Lady's well knee.

“My dear, my dear,” the Lame Lady murmur-
ed, surprised but sympathetlc. “What s it
Margery 7

“It's everything! 1 can't do everything!™
Then when she had ber breath Margery con-
tinued, hurrledly. *“You know Henry's swellod
up as big as a horse”—the Lame Lady opened
ber eyes—"and Gladys Balley’s been taken
home sick, and Willle Jones 15 eating his din-
ner, and Katherine and Alice just went and made
pigs o' themselves on chocolate cake—they el
ways dol—and [ can't—{ just can't take care of
the grab bag and the candy box and the lewmon-
ade well and cut ice cream and cake for all
those old ladlies at the same tima I—I—I'm
tired, 1 am!”

“You poor childl Ot course you'ro tired! Of
course you can't do all those things alone! But
we can do them between ws. It won't take me
long to cut ice cream for those old ladies!”™

The Lame Lady roached briskly for her cane
and, ip what was e surprisingly short time for
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her, had covered the distance to the ice-cream
table. Before Margery could find enough clean
plates she had the Ice cream cut and also the
cake. So, after all, the old ladles did not have
to wait very long.

They were the last, and Margery and the
Lame Lady, walting awhile before repacking the
cream, had time for a comfortable little chat
Before ahe knew it, Margery had told the Lame
Lady about Pinkle's sad end and the Lame Lady
was just as kind and sweet as Margery knew
she would be. Moreover, she said the plgeons
belonged to Willle Jones and If he wanted to
trado them that was all right And she sald, of
courze Willle Jones might see the golden room.
They both might every time they came. Then
the Lame Lady asked about Gladys, and wanted
to know whether Margery and Willle had at last
been admitted to membership in Gladys's so-
ciety. Margery’'s own fears about that had been
growing.

“But don‘t you think she'll just have to let
us in after the way we've been working?”

The Lame Lady thought she would.

“It we don't get In on that Zoo plenle,” Mar
gery began.

“The Zoo plcnie, Margery?”

Mhen Margery had to explain about the Zoo
plenle and, when the Lame Lady thought that
the garden party was for the beneflt of Home
DMissions, Margery oxplalned about that, too.
The Lame Lady seemed deeply interested and
asked many questions. They grew so Intimate
that finally Margery Invited the Lame Lady to
help that evening, and the Lame Lady consent-
ed to be Gate-keeper and Cashler. Then the
Lame Lady herselt wondered whether Margery
would like to have Richard come over and man-
age the cake and ice cream.

“In his white coat, 0Irs, Strong?*

“Certalnly.”

“Oh! That would be just too stylish! We'd
take the screen away so's people could seo him!"

That night others beslde Margery secemed to
think Richard a stylish acquisition. The Balley
mother, who had never had the pleasure of meot-
ing Mrs. Strong, made herself known, and
thanked Mrs, Strong In her daughter's name for
the services of ber colored butler. The Lame
Lady declared that it was npothing at all and
said that she was delighted to do anything she
could for her dear friend, Margery. And Mar
gery wondered how the Balley mother lked that!

At tho evening eesslon, the grown-up friends
and relatives of the Little Home AMissionary So-
clety assumed respounsibilities and the surviving
members—every one treated Margery and Wil
lle as bona fide members!—dld as little or as
much as they llked. Afterward, Margery re-
membered it as a brizht and happy dream. Just
when It ended for her she pever knew. Later

she belleved ghe stayed up long enough to hear
ber father begin auctioning the cakes which
“What am I bld?” she remembered
Then she thought he

weroe left
hearing quite distinctly,

L2
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On the Blalr father's suggestion, the meeting
adjourned to Henry's room In order that the in-
valld might listen to proceedinga. Upon Henry
disease had done its utmost, and he was now an
object of frightful size and color. They did not,
however, seo him, as It was deemed wise by
those in charge to place a tall screen before his
bed. X

“Did you notice In today's paper,” the Lame
Lady remarked casually to the Blair father,
Yabout that woman who was arrested for ob-
talning money under false pretenses? She sald
ehe was collecting for City Misslons and some
ono found out that she was using the money for
herzell What do you suppose will happen to
her for obtalning money that way, under false
pretenses?”

“Well, T suppose,” the Blair father sald, slow-
1y, “she’'ll bo arrested and fined pretty heavily,
and perhaps sent to prizon for a month or six
months or a year, This obtaining money under
false pretenses {s a pretty serlous business.”

‘“What—what 1is false pretenses, father?” It
was Alice who asked the question. She looked
as though she were getting sick agaln. Kather-
fne likewise bad a turn for the worse,

‘Tl tell you,” the Blalr father began, impress-
fvely. “Take, for Instance, this garden party
from which your Uttle soclety has earned that
cigardboxful of money. Now you made this mon-
ey by telling people that the garden party wag
for the benefit of Home Missions and the Fresh
Afr Fund. (0sn't that so? Now then, Hsten: If,
instead of turning this money over to Home Mls-
elons and the Fresh Alr Fund you were to spend
ft some other way—en candy, or trolley rides,
or a plenic—then people would say that you had
obtained the money under falso pretenses.”

“And—and would we be arrested?” The twins
looked positively ill, and even Gladys Balley was
startled.

“Yes, it yon dld that you would certainly
make yourself llable to arrest and to trlal at
the Juvenile 'Court.”

Margery made a rush to her father’s arms.

“We ain’t In {t!” she crled. “Sure we ain't!
Me and Willie Jones only helped!™

Gladys Balley looked at her scornfully. “Yon
ere in it! And If we're arrested you and Wlllle
Jones’ll be the first, because you two eold all
the tickets and did all the work!”

“Wa aln’t either!” Willle Jones retorted. “Yon
sald we'd talk about it later, and now it's later
and now we don’t want to be in it We wouldn't
be in it 1f you asked us to! Little Home Mis
slonary Soclety! Shucks! Little Home Mission-
ary Soclety nothin'!"

The Blair father and the Lame Lady were like
the unconsclous actors In a play during a long
aside to the audlence. They did not seem even
to hear much less understand what was golng
on. The Lame Lady now remarked blandly:

“So the question before tho house s the divl-
glon of proceeds The net profits amount to
$21.16, My congratulations to the members of

“ ‘Do you think we're going to sell your old tickets if we're not in itF°"

continued, “For tnis fine chocolate monkey,™
which was, ot course, absurd.

IV.—The Appalling Peril of False Pretenses.

On Sunday morning the Blalr father and the
Lame Lady cast up accounts together and by
afternoon were ready to make a report. So &

meeting was called at the Blair home. The
fwins by this time had o far recovered the ef-

feots of thelr debauch that the only traces left
were a slight paleness of cheek and a qulet re
serve of manner.  Gladys Balley, walking witk
the slow and virtuous alr of convalescence, was
herselt agaim, though her face still looked piach
e¢d and white.

the ‘soclety! You have done very, very well
Now half the money's to go to Home Misslons,
{s it not? and half to the Fresh Alr Fund. That
{s what I understood when [ contributed to tho

garden party.”
The twins gave a faint sigh of rellief. Through

the Lame Lady's misunderstanding of the situa-
tion they would not, after all, be arrested. What
& narrow escape! They relaxed as though after
g strain. But Gladys Balley jumped up, bright.
eyed and tense, Two little spots of color came
{nto her checks and she spoke with sharp dis
tinctness:

“Then, Mrs, Strong, you didn't understand
right!* /The twins gave ono frightened, pro-
testing “Oh!” but Gladys continued: “It was for

the benefit of the Litlle Home Misslonary Bo-
clety. That's ws, and we'll do what we want
with thoe moeney!"

“Exactly, my dear. I know I understood aright
It’s for the Home Missionary Soclety, and that's
what you want to do with the money. But it
you had enough, you know you sald you'd share
with the Fresh Alr Fund.”

“I say it's for the Lit!le Home Mlsslonary So-
clety.,” Gladys repeated in a ralsed wvolce.

“So,” contlnued the Lame Lady, amiably, dl-

v'ding the net profits equally would make $10.58

for Home Missions and $10.58 for the Fresh Alr
Fund. That's right, isn't it, Wille?”

‘Willia Jones thought it was,

“Therefore the motion before the honsa is that
we send $10.58 to Home Mlissions and $10.58 to
the Fresh Alr Fund. Are we ready for the
vote?”

“Very well,” sald Gladys Balley, significantly,
“Let us put it to vote”

There was a “wow-wow-wow”' bohind Henry's
screen, and in a moment the Blair mother
emerged to say that Henry felt too sick to vote.
Gladys Bailey's face fell. Then she turned a
bright, plercing gaze on the twins. Thera was
no mistaking her meaning. But their father
was also looking at them, and with such an »dd

xpression that the twins grew wretchedly self-
consclous and began to fidget thelr fingers angd to
Tub together thelr feet.

‘“T—I1 feel slck, too,” Katherine gasped. “I
don't bhelleve T can vote.”

“My head aches so,” Alice murmured, *I
don‘t believe I can vote.”

Suddenly Willie Jones gave Margery a wink.
The Lame Lady saw the wink, but it i3 not to
be presumed that she understood what it meant.
After the wink Willie Jones demanded, fear-
somely:

“Now, Gladys Balley, once for all: Are we in it
or ain't we in ft7”

Stamping her fool, Gladyy Bailey gave in-
stant answer: ‘“You are in it! TBoth of you;
And you can't get out of it!”

“All In favor of this motion"—the Lame Lady
skilifully drew them back to business—“signify
the same by raising thelr right hands.”

Willle Jones’s right hand flew up, followed by
Margery’s. There was a wicked little grin on
Willie Jones’s face and his lips formed a mock-
fng syllable—"Stung'* or “Strung!” or some
thing of the sort—while the Lame Lady an-
nounced:

“The motion s carrled. All that remalns,”
she continued, “Is to write two letters to accom-
pany the money. The President of your society

might write them and you can all sign your
names.”

The TLame Lady deferred pleasantly to Gladys

Balley. But Gladys was not to be won so easily -

as that,
abruptly:
“My father— he says that all the old Charities

and Mlission Socleties are nothing but graft any- -

how!¥

“Yes, my dear, there's a great deal of graft in
the world.” (Graoclous! was the Lame Lady posl-
tively deaf?) “There are undoubtedly many un-
principled people who represent themselves as
worklng for Charitles and OMlssions and so Im-
pose on the publie. Tike the woman we were
talking about a little while ago. So those of us
wiho are honestly interested in such organlza-
tlons have to be very careful. When people
come to me and say they want money for such
and such a charity, T telephone the headguarters
of the charity and if I find that they are not
working for the charlty but are out for them-
selves, I report the matter to the police. Yeas,
Gladys is right; thero are people who try to
make a graft of Charitles and Miasions.'*

Once or twice Gladys opened her mouth to
Interrupt. But what was the use? If everything
you say s twisted around unti} {t meams the
exact opposite——

“And since all of youn are Interested in Charl-
tles and Missions {n the right way,” the Lame
Lady went on after a moment, *I wonder would
you help me {n a little thing T have on hand for
tho week after next. I am one of a group of
Mdies who take turns during the summer in
giving day outings to the children of the Orphan-
age. This year we go to the Zoo. There will T'e
a large bus and plenty of zood things to eat. It
would help me greatly if all of you could coms,
for you know I can't run very Mvely.”

O-n0-oh! Wasn't the Lame Lady the most won-
derful woman on earth! Not eatisfled with get-
ting the best of Gladys Balley, she must needs
have a whole sleaveful of other beautiful tricks!
Margery gazed at her ip abject adoration. Yes,
her father was the most wonderful man and the
Lame Lady was the most wonderful woman
That was all there was about it

A similar epproval went the rounds. Willle
Jones shook his head as though to say, “Yes,
she {g—she's all right” From behind the screen
came a long grunt from Henry. He could bo
fully recovered by the week after next. Even
the twins revived somewhat and began sending
furtive, conclllatory glances toward their old
lcader.

The Tame Lady herself was again deferring,
gently, kindly, to Gladys Balley. Tat young
woman was busied in some lightning calculations
of her own. Beforo the pause grew awkward she
had the answer.

“Thank you, Mrs. Strong,” sho sald, In her
sweetest soclety manner. *“We'll be delighted
to help you™

Once agaln Gladys 1ifted high her head. The
look of command returned. Already one could
see her, as, no doubt, she saw herself, marshal.
ing relays of orphans now through the monkey
house, now to the pony track.

“And the two letters, Mrs. Strong; T bave
them written and stzned by tonight. And per
haps, as you think the name of our soclety 1is
false pretenses, we botter change it. After this
we'll call ourselves the Little Elks*

And Willle Jones remarked confldentially to
his nelghbor: “I just tell you what, Margery, no
mar?“ false pretenses in mine, It's too danger-
ous

Flushed and defiant, she burst out _




